Blood Simple 


January fever. Almost all of the yuletide spirit had dissipated from the gravel filled city 
streets. Back to business as usual, only no leaves on the trees and no color to the clouds. It’s a 
stark time. We all feel it. We know it’s coming but it’s impossible to prepare for it. I mean, unless 
you really hate the holidays. But I love Christmas, so I was certainly in no shape to see the silver 
lining in anything. However, on a brisk bike ride through Carytown one night I stopped in front 
of the historic and grand Byrd theater to check out their January line-up. The next night, Blood 
Simple. Perfect! Nothing can quite cure that post shimmering ailment like the Coen brothers. I 
called up Alexander and explained the plan. 

January third. It was warm. Too warm. Far too warm. Extraordinarily warm for January. I 
was riding my bike all over the city trying to soak up whatever hue the sun offered me. My back 
wheel was mismatched from my front as I had woken up to a flat the day before. I jacked 
Alexander’s back wheel so I could keep moving, sadly leaving Alexander to the means of their 
own two feet. The breeze was light. I rolled through my favorite little park, Scuffletown, by 
instinct. A brief stop for a bev and smoke was in order. My friend Carter showed up to share a 
few tokes and spoke a bit on the changing nature of Strawberry street businesses. Before too long 
I hopped back on Reynolds ( my bike :] ) and continued through the Museum district. 

It was a slow ride kind of day. No need for skids or stress. I just wanted to clear my mind 
like the breeze cleared the sky above. And it certainly wasn’t hard. The temperate weather had 
everyone in a state. We were all meandering in a lull. “Do not advance the action according to a 
plan.” 

I kept on towards Byrd park for another sit and smoke. The water was unnaturally still. 
Not me though. My wandering had come to an end. A goal jumped in me as I checked the time: 
Get to Libby Hill before sunset. Not a hard sojourn certainly. My wheels carried me down 
through Randolph and Oregon Hill. No motorists were honking. An air of patience washed over 
the pavement, keeping me safe for at least the day. I joined up with the current of the James 
around Brown’s Island and pushed into Shockoe Bottom. Libby Hill was just on my horizon. 

I braved the hills of Church Hill to find my butt on a bench overlooking the city. 
Jefferson Park. I took some photos with my camera phone and very, very carefully rolled myself 
what you could call a spliff if you were so inclined. The sun was starting to near the trees now. 


Last leg of the day and the last leg of my trek. I hopped to and kept on my way, soon to be sat on 
a wooden bench in desperate need of refurbishment. Libby Hill. 

The sunset was long. It seemed to twist and bend, refusing to let anyone else have the last 
word. I watched a young woman stand on the edge of a terrace and smoke a cigarette. The image 
was so stunning that I couldn’t help but stare, as we all couldn’t help but bask in whatever 
feeling this was. What few clouds were flying demanded absolute attention. And the people? 
They complied. It was one of those moments that’s so mundanely extraordinary that simply 
taking a picture is futile. All of us park goers sat in awe. 65 degrees on January third. A 
mesmerizing beauty that none of us were ready to behold for at least another three months. We 
were a still cadre, but a cadre nonetheless. The same essence that flowed through the grass and 
trees touched each one of us in succession. For a brief moment, all of us were comrades. The sun 
had it’s time and promptly left us back in the confusion we were used to. Back to work. Back to 
hostility. 

I biked to the nearest bus stop and got myself back home. Alexander was already primed 
for a night at the cinema. I had more preparation to do, however. Blood Simple at the historic 
Byrd theater in Richmond, Virginia demanded a level of gosh demurity we hadn’t engaged in for 
some time. I pulled my grey slacks and red loafers from the recesses of my closet. A white shirt, 
a brown tie, a black sweater, a camouflage baseball cap for my silly side, and the crown jewel: 
my twelve dollar charcoal black long coat. A right proper attire for a January night on the town. 
We left our building for the bus to Carytown. 

We arrived an hour early. We met two other twenty somethings outside the theater. 
“Who’s ready for Blood Simple?” I asked. 

One replied, “I’m ready to work Blood Simple.” Theater attendants. Box office and ticket 
tearers. The distinction between Movieland and the Byrd smacked the shit out of me. THIS was 
the man tearing our tickets? How quaint. 

We figured we’d rather stroll for some time rather than sit outside for an hour. We walked 
west. Discussions of a dying America whizzed past our ears faster than the cars on the street. It’s 
hard to remember the minutia of what we discussed when those discussions are a dime a dozen. 
It’s difficult for us not to talk about the state of things when presented so full force with it. The 
nature of the bleeding beast we live in is inescapable. We can’t ignore it, as much as we want to. 
Are we just sullen people? Curmudgeons at age twenty? Pessimists? Suddenly, we were 
interrupted by the sounds of a smaller SUV carrying for young guys. 

“Fuck this pussy boy! Fuck it!” The anthem blasted for everyone to enjoy. The boys in 
the car gave us both a good look up and down. They clearly thought of us as fixtures of the 
environment. NPCs, and who could blame them? For this one night, we seemed to fit right in! I 
nodded my head to the beat and asked them to turn it up. They just smiled and laughed before 
continuing through the parking lot next to us, scoping out the least hip-to yuppies they could 
find. 


Eventually the time came and we about faced to head back towards the theater. A good 
crowd had formed outside. Alexander noted the wonder of so many people excited to see a true 
piece of cinema. An almost packed theater for a Coen brothers’ debut. The ticket tearer wished us 
a good showing and we thanked him. Our seats were down and front, fourth row back. I asked 
Alexander to buy us some milk duds, but all they had were these cookie dough chocolate bites. 


We sat in quiet compared to our jaunt before. We talked about American cinema and its changing 
face. Then, the lights dimmed. 

A pre-roll video about littering in theaters played. We all sat in anticipation. Not for the 
film, but for the mighty Wurlitzer pipe organ! At every showing at the Byrd, a man (whose name 
escapes me every time I try to recall it) lifts from the ground sitting at the cockpit of a massive 
hidden organ that is allegedly built into the guts of the building itself. He plays a 15 minute or so 
medley of organ music. It’s truly a dazzling spectacle. Fun for the whole family. As he wrapped 
up, his stack of keys and buttons receded back into the floor and the movie began. 

Upon seeing the first title card I was dazzled by the Coen’s attention to detail, especially 
for their first ever feature. The film opens on a rear facing shot of two people in a car. The lead 
actors’ names appear on the windshield with each passing set of headlights, and promptly 
disappear with each stroke of the windshield wipers. This effect does a great job of lulling the 
viewer into a somewhat dreamlike state that the synth heavy score carries for the rest of the 
runtime. The audio mixing is perfectly of its time, transporting the entire theater to a year some 
of never even saw in the flesh. Every sound effect pierces through the back of the cornea and into 
the deepest recesses of the brain. While sitting there listening to every image, I felt myself being 
hypnotized by my own insecure connections of memory. Just the same as every character. All 
searching for connection, but tearing themselves from what is available to them due to their own 
paranoia. It all ends up as a dazzling tapestry of deceit, anxiety, heat, misremembering, hazy 
connections, and of course blood. 

Every shot conveys a certain love of cinema. One impartuclar, a shot of the bartender’s 
Converse sneakers doing a little two step shimmy over the bar set to Four Tops’ /t’s The Same 
Old Song, bombarded my chest with an inescapable love for joy itself. That love, however, was 
tested at every turn throughout the film. Watching a slimy spy/hitman lie to the man that hired 
him, a loving couple torn apart by a man that really holds no power over either of them, or an 
innocent life snubbed for nothing more than circumstance drug my aching heart through the 
ringer without cease. But by the end of the film the blood is no more and a drop of water carries 
us into the credits where we’re greeted by that same old song. 

As soon as the credits began rolling the audience began to laugh and applaud. None of us 
were quite sure what we were laughing at. We just felt it. That uplifting sound of a love of 
enjoyment. A definitive answer to the question we had all unknowingly asked ourselves that 
morning: “Am I going to go to bed happy?” 

Blood Simple is not a love letter to cinema. It’s a strongly worded note to the heart itself, 
a factual statement that everything will be okay. Well, as long as you’re Frances McDormand. 


I don’t know when I'll get to the theater next. 


- Tempest Britt 
January 16, 2023 


